RESURGAM

sudden bow-wowing of the literary skeleton made me
feel that I wanted to kick myself. Nature has for-
gotten to provide us with a third leg whereby we may
revenge ourselves on instincts that we cannot con-
trol. A moment afterward I found myself plunged
in reflections regarding the impossibility of keeping
one's thoughts fixed on any one subject for any con-
siderable length of time. At the end of these reflec-
tions I fell back, wondering, again asking if I were
really destined to watch by my mother's death-bed.
That day I seemed to become a sheer mentality, a
sort of buzz of thought, and I could think of myself
only as of a fly climbing a glass dome. It seemed to
me that I was like a fly climbing and falling back,
buzzing, and climbing again. "Never," I said to
myself, " have I been more than a fly buzzing in a
glass dome. And, good Lord, who made the glass
dome? " How often did I ask myself that question,
and why it was made, and if it were going to endure
for ever!

In such sore perplexity of mind questions from
anybody would be intolerable, and I shrank back
into the corner of the carriage whenever a passer-by
reminded me, however vaguely, of anybody I had
ever known; the mental strain increased mile after
mile, for the names of the stations grew more famil-
iar. I began to try to remember how many there
were before we arrived at Claremorris, the station
at which I was going to get out. Half an hour
afterward the train slackened, the porter cried out
" Ballyhaunis." The next would be Claremorris, and
I watched every field, foreseeing the long road, my-
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